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years, the impulse given me^by Alain and Stendhal will still have
some effect. Then inertia will win out. Like the Uncles, I shall no
longer talk of anything except machines and cloth and salaries. An
old and respected millionaire, I shall succeed Paul Fraenckel as presi-
dent of the Chamber of Commerce. Each morning I shall make a
tour of the workshops as, my father does until the day when I, in my
turn, shall be stricken, having lived out in this sepulchre my brief
and only life ...' When I gave myself up to this reverie I would
spend frightful evenings over an open book which I could not read,
and for a while this despair turned me toward the frivolous social
life of the community*which I had hitherto neglected in favour of
my evening studies.              Q O/j

Elbeuf, like most small French cities, contained a number of
cultured and amiable families. The wife of my comrade in the regi-
ment, Jean Boule, was a charming woman with sweet and tender
eyes; my cousin, Robert Fraenckel, a very intelligent man only a
trifle older than I and enthusiastically interested in history, had.
married Olga Allatini, a beautiful Italian woman who shared my
taste for music; a Blin household and a Bessand household rounded
out an entertaining little group in which the women were pretty,
the men gay and the conversation lively and unconstrained. Soon
I was giving up my evening work two or- three times a week in
order to join them. Since I could not get along without writing, I
composed a revue for this group of amateurs and then a comedy.
The rehearsals entertained me a great deal. For a young man in love
with all women, they provided a proper opportunity for intimacy
with indulgent friends. Then we performed the revue for the
benefit of charity, and I tasted, on a tiny scale, the joys of successful
authorship.

Nevertheless, I retained enough perspective to realize the futility
of the kind of life I was now leading and the miserable poverty, not
to say blameworthy vulgarity, of the scripts that brought me this
small local glory. But in rny disenchantment and desperation I took
the same sombre pleasure in degrading the noble proj
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